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JUGGLER 1N THAY THEAYTRE
WHOD WAS A WONDER, ME

L GEE, T JUST SAW A MEXICAN

BALANCED A STiICk ON HIS NosE
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PLATE AMD on o A LAWP,
1 WONDER |¥ T CAN DO THAT?

)

\WVE aoW
THE STiIc
0.':- Now
WOR THE

VUARTE

= Yo

NOw
Ve
Bow: /

NOW | WONDER
W AN Doy

SMITH T™E
LA

Bud Fisher

.

:.,},.. o

COPyTMY S By BhAad ra,
- i - |
— A _\,‘ === 3 ! Odd, fan't 1?1 wonder what's the, ltile, sympathetic girl, T4 like to sea| compared with the habite of & glif
nrdwer to the riddie? what vou think of the lonesome busitess | Whose attlie In heyvond reproach, and 1o

.’
||
1|
L
[

Mmme Snow and the
Letter that Never Came

By WINIFRED BLACK.

They arrested her in Chicago the other

dny—a faded, wistful, mid llttle woman,

carrvipg a pet dog done up In Ao news-
paper.

The dox's
wan hurt wher
Il been tled, and
some one told the
humane offlcer,
mnd he ook the
dog away from her
and killed him and
had  the woman
ettt to the city
Jall tor ten duys

Poor thing, she
will probubly be
wurm and fed for
thint time any wuy.

She hias haunted
the genernl post-
office for monthes,
they say, the faded,
woman, miways at
witdow.
up 1o
Tously,

ek

mild ittle
genaral dellvery
#he has crept
that window and asked tremu-
“Is there a letter for Minnle
And dny after day the cierk had
sold, "No letter today,” mechunleally at
firet, and then kindly, “No letter today.”

“Why," sald the woman, opening her
wistful eves very wide, “"why. I'm Min-
ne Bunow, must have heard of my
brother, ha js very rich. 1 expect a let-
ter from him with money In It. He
loved me when T was little—=he ussl to
draw me to school on his sied. And
now he I8 rleh and T am poor, and I
wrote nnd told him 1 was hungry, and
when he gets Lthe letter he will be sure
to write and me  money, oh, lots
wnd lots of money, He s very rich, he
s @ fine dalry, as many ar 8ixX Cows,
and & house with three bedroomn

wistful,
the
Day after day

Snow "

you

rend

“They sty he hus a Witle girl; 1 won- |
der If he pamod her Minnle; he slWays
wild ho would name his first girl aftoer
me, but thet' sald Minnle Spow, smil-

ing tremulously, “‘that was just a Joke,
of course.'’

Seelng tht no one laughed at the poor
Uitle old-fashioned joke, Minnle Bnow
amiled no more, but sighed. shook her
poor frowsy head, hugged her meager
body and went docllely enough with the
officers to be logked, up for dlsturbing
the peace.

And yet they say she was peaceful
enough in all gonsclence. only, of course,
ft was a4 nulsance to have her always
expecting n letter and never getting It
standing there In the sleet and snow and
watching the women who did get letters

Young women, pretty women, gayly
dreased womaen—women with bold eyes
aud lips that had forgotten how to smile
as a ohild smilesp--and women, shabbily
Aressed, walting, too, for letters and get-
ting one sometimes, women Wwho looked
furtively at every passer by when they
opened  thelr letters and read them
Erecdily

But never any
—NeVver a4 one

I wonder
brother with

Ietter for Minnle Bnow

where he Is, the “rich”
the six cows and the fine

house with three bedroameyg the brother

| two, won't

who used o drew Minnie Bnow to school |
op his sled and fight any boy his sise
who Isughed st him for it?

Wus s Yery pretty, this poor Minnie |

Bnow—wore her cheeks round and rosy,
and what color was lier hair before it
faded? Those poar, gaunt, trembling
hands of hers, werae they ever little and

gracoful, and 4ld any one want Lo kiss
them for being so pretty?

Where Is her mother today? Asleep,
I'll warrant—asleep somewhere in some
qulet graveyard in the country, where
they all lived together when Minnle
Enow rode so proudly to school,

Mothers always get time to write, no
mitter how rich and groat they may

beoome. I've known a mother whe had
& housa with four bedrooms who wrale
regularly to women no sweeter to see
than poor Minnie Snow, Asleep some-
where this poor thing's mother, rest

assured of that, or she would have had |

#ome kind of a
how.

e “rich’ brother, what is he like, I
wonder, and ‘did he really love his lttle
sivter #0 much, and was he very proud
of her, and d'd he plan to do great things
for her when he grew to be a man? Poor
brother, perhaps life lan't so very rosy
for him, even with all his “vast wealth.'

1 wonder If ho has o wife—n ‘tidy,
sensible, practical woman, who wouldn't
even hear of popr Minne
to wvisit them with her ragged clothes
and her faded face and her queer ways.

And does tha wife muke brother go to
church with her and hear long sermons
about "Rescus the Periahing,” and does
#he lead in the singing and know “Throw
Out the Lifetime” from beginning to end?

Is she & fine hand with the needle,
and does she make clothes for the
heathen and help to send missionary bar-
rels far away?

Would she perish of shame If Minnle
Bnow should find out where tha brother,

letter mome day, some-

who In so rich and great, Mves, and go |
| o visit them and he

forted and made happy, just because sie
waa Minnle Snow and once had a brother
who loved her and was proud of her?

Well, well, who can say? Poor Minnie
Bnow, I hope they'll be good to you at
the Bridewell. You'll tell them all about
your rich brother, won't you?—und how
handsome he Is, and how he loves you
and will come after you In a fine “rig."
Isn’t thet what they called It where you
came from, poor Minnle Bnow?

Da you know what I belleve I'll do? 1
belleve 1'll gend you & letier myself, to
the Bridewell, and the one to the gen-
eral delivery, so when you get out you'll
find one ‘walting for you, Thut will
show that postoffice clerk a thing or
it Minnle Enow? He wun't
laugh the next time you ask.

Here's good fortune to you and some
Mttle comfort, and may the memory of
that brother's face never fade In your
loving heart. And whisper, when
hears where you wre
you home with him, maybe he will give
soua little (risking calf, like the one you
used to pet together there In the apple
orchard

What a fellow he was 1o fight and
struggle, and how he loved sugar, too,
YJust ltke A& human,” your brother used
to say.

And he'll lat you bring It up for a pet,
for after all what are you now but a
little girl, grown old and very tired, and
ioMttle, Just a little discouraged?
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A Lonesome Business Man

By WINIFRED BLAUK,

The business mun Is an awfolly good
fellow, wo pollte, so kind and so=lone-
somue.

Hua makes plenty of monay, nas plenty
of time and Ukes cosy lHitle luncheons
and nlce little dinners and a pretty faoe
across the table from him,

And his wife woh't go with him—she
simply won't

He feela terribly aboutl t=lo anKs hep
and Invites her, and hogs her, and al-
most commande her to meet him down-
town and lupch with him and to meet
liim uptown and dine with him and to
§o to the theuter with him, and all she
says is, "No, Indeed!” Not sven & thank
you, slr, and the stonographer In 8o sorry
for him she doesn't know what to do

Hhe hap written to tell me all about
" P no sentimental girl,” says the
stenographer, “I've seen momething of
life. amd thls man Is the fourth one
I've known who had just such & time
with -his wife
A'They've wld me all about it and
asked me to go with them. 1 used to
do {t, but now I'm engnged and 1 cun't,
| but I'm wsorry for this one, just the
same. Why will wives ba so foollsh, so
short-sighted? Can't you give them some
good advice?

How nlee of you, you good stenogra-
pher, and how wsilly of the wives, I'va
heard steh n 1ot ahout those wives,
I've been hearlng about them for sears

Bometimes men tell me about them and
sometimos the other woman tells me—
the woman who feels sorry for the men
and goos out with them herself, Just out
of gentle plty

I wish I could see one of thess wives

myself, but 1 never have. Isn't it oda?
1 know hundrods and hundreds of mar-
ried women, but 've never heard

of them complaln about her husbind
teasing her lfo out 1o Ko pluces with him,
Maybe they are sensitive about It and
don't llke to mention It

All the wives 1 know who talk about
thelr husbands at all say that the one
foarful fight of thelr llves in to got Hus-
band to str out of the house, |

Theaters he hates, bridges he abomi- |
nates; musicales, he'd rather go to Ihrrl
dentist's than bs found dead at & muni-
cale. Taunch downtown, he's nlways too
buky; dinner at & hotal, he hntes the very |
thought of it, so nolsy, so crowded, so
bright and glary, and so many silly |
woman peacocking around In fine feath-
ers, so0 many stupld men drinking and
smoking right In hin very face. He's
tired of It; all he wanta Is home, peace,
love, gulet and no big restaurant bills
to pny and no walter te tip.

He wants just one fuce to look at—the
face of the little woman who's bored to
deathi helng looked at by jumt one palr
of eyes. He wants home cooking, home
tilking, home resting. That'sm the Kkind
of husband the wives keap talking about.
Somefimes they cry about It. I've seen
themr Ao L.

“I'm a0 tired of the same four walls,'™
they aay-—-thoss who c¢ry. “1 do wish
John would take mo out once in a whils,
but he does hate It s0 I haven't the
heart to ask him. Bometimes 1T make &
new paper shade for the drop lght just
to make the dining room look an little
differant, and 1 read up Interesting things
to talk about, and all he says is “‘Huh."
1 ne—my husband! T'm the one
who's lonesome In our family.”

nne

And as to the lHitle stenogkrapher who's
a0 porry, I'm glad sha has o sweellionrt |
of her own, Some of these terribly lone-
some husbnnds sometimes turn out to be
B good deal of p nuisance In a good many
wihya after you'va once béegun Lo sncour-

man and his hanl-hearted wife, and also
how vou fesl toward the sympathetio
stenographer who I8 s ready to he sorry
for him, In & smAart restaurant with a
bunch of roses and n box of candy to
thka home afterward The particular

AHC them ta fesl sorey for themselves, | stenographer &ho In sorey for your par-

Lonesome! Wife won't go to dine with | tleular husband, for example, do wrile
him! Wall, well, 1 hope 1 hear from you | and tell us, we'd all be so Interested m"
after you've been married a year or so, | hear.

[ A Matter of Habit 1
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By BEATRICE FAIRFAX,

mont Unrebuked by one whose
in lnrgely forbenrance, the girl's doafnoss,

Uifabit Is all [ shall' have to report
when | am called upon to plead to my | dumbness, blindness snd paralysis grow,
oonstlence, ot my¥ death bed. ‘Habit,’ Enshrouded In her own personnl de-
put Iyuell twn- du:rl.md::ml:}ml:l.!:ld r:c::;: alros, she In deaf. dumb. Wlind and par-
" 0o n Uilion y
habit’ *~Dombey and  Bon alytie to all the righte, the wants, the
denivan of those nround her.  The dis

Hablts, which encrust us like barnncles
before we are aware of thelr sxistence,
bogin when we are too young to know
what the word means. “We are all
cromtures of habit,” we say as we gErow
older, and expeot that admission to serve
aa an excuse, which Is only another bad
babit 1 hope my girls will never atquirs,

There are so many milllon things to
whish a gir! may grow dear, dumb, blind
and paralysle, all from habit. Bhe grows
dealf to the tone of nuthority In her
mother's voloe; Aumb, when giving her
confidence to her mother would be her
groatest help: blind to the look of anx-
lety and protest in her mother's oyes,
and paralytic when it comas to littie
pervices that only a daugfter can ren-
der.

By u strangoe perversion of human DA
ture, thess littla bad habits are shown
firer of all to thin one who loves the girl

cnseas nffect her In lems malerinl ways.
Bha gets out of bed In the morning *on
the wrong wslde,” and Is blind to the
glorious sunshins fhe e deaf to the
songs of the birds. The slgnificance of
what it moans to have the privilege of
beginning another day never reaches her
heart or braln.

A bad habit is & sort of morsl par-
wlynis, If the slow, cresping sort. A girl
in forgetful today, carcless Lomorrow
and nekligent ever after. In a way that
in femininely oharacteristic, she regards
n bad habit as purely an evidence of ma-
terinl  untidiness A binding hanging
from n dress skirt, a hell that s run
down, s butlton off, are her conceptions
of personal bad habite, and a dressiug
table covared with dumt, an Unswapt
floor and carpet lint In the corners are
the bad habits of the homemuker,
| Bad babits they are but not very bad

love |

Autograph Letter from the Late King George of Greece
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Lir. Nurman ‘T,
at Upiand, Neb.,
follows

“In the apring of 187, while | was at-
tending the Univermity of Toronto, Tos
| ronto, Ontarte. & fellow undergradusts,
Willlum Alexander, wrote & soonet, "“Tw
| Gresee,” which he published in the unis
| versity weskly, YVarslty, The poem ax-

Johuson, now praoticing
writes tu Tha Hes s

pressed sympathy with Gresce on the ave

of Its defeat In the war of L&0 with
Turkaey.

“T saked the acthor o mod & copy o
the king eof drescs, snd o turn he o
quested me to do so. I did s0 on March
I W, and recalved the saciosed reply
on Aprtl IT. Thia, 1 bLalleve, is one of
the wery fow aulograph letters in this
country written by the late King Usorge
Whan the lotter arrived | was uafors
tunately away and the janitor of the uni.
varsity somewhat spolled the savelops by
readdressing it to me.”

%’L“ t’mu./ DbereoZoie

I

|hhnm & well-kept home In the eardinsl

virtue.

There are the hablts of Ingratitudes,
goestp,  Ineppreciation,  thought!esmnesas,
exirnvntince In sttire and specch, da-
precintion of others, Impatienco, whine
Ing, rretruiness, groed, fsar, sensitives
ness, wenkness and slckness,

#he grows “deaf, dumb, hlind and

nmd these habits, with & mental origin,
affect her physienl and normal condis
tlon til whe Is no longer capable of des
fining what a bad habit 18

It Is & good thing to ocantonally take
| m self-inventory. One should lopk one's
palf over with an unprejudiced eye, nd-
mitting that a fault In & fault and not
Aan excusables weakneus,

Look yourself over giris. and Iabel
every habit you find Is dominating you,
nnd put that habit on a shelf in your
mental storehouss. When you are done.
and 1T beg that you be honest with your-

‘pnruivﬂt‘_ to o milllon things from habit*

If it Is favorable, take care lest you ndd
pride Lo the shelf containing your bad
habits, and if the division (s humiliating,
don't put among youn bad labits one
marked “dopression.”  Go to work (o get
rid of the bad tmabite. It will
easy. 1 agree, but & cofistlentious invep-
tory, tnken every fow days, and a doter-
‘mlnuuun ta make a better showing In
your mental storehouse will
thask both possible and pleasant,

Advice to the Lovelorn

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX,

Answer 1t! OF Conrar,

Dear Mins PMulrfux;: I recelved the fol-
lowing letter from a friend, and have
been unable (o find out what It mesns,
Will you pleane toll me what it means,
and whether 1 should answer it?

ANXIOUS.

Mon Amour, toujours!

Vous dislex que vous
Vous accaptatos mon amour en retour.
Vours nyes cabse me wsporances mals
jo vous nime de totite e celur,

Du cour que volus Aver casse.

This Is. & transiation, and after you
have read you will not delay your reply;:
"My love alwauys! You told me that
you loved me, and that you acospled my
love In refurn. You have dashed my
nopes, but I love you with all my heart
From the heart you have broken!"

1t Is Proper.

Depr Mlus PFalrfax: A, and B. wish (o
know 1f ft Ix proper for W young man
who is engaged to be married to escort a
young lady home ut night aftor he lcaves
his flances, Although this young ludy Is
i wiranger 1o hisn sweetheart, nhe Knows
he Is engngod.

ALBERT AND BERTHA.

If he falled to escort her home, it
would be evidence of lack of gallantey. I
am sure If his sweethenrt does not ob-
Ject, pu one elne shouald,

By the use of Gold Dust you
can at all times have nice, loit
rainwater right at your elbow
for the asking. Imagine what
a help this would be for wash-
othes, and for all clean-

sing purposes |

Just a little Gold Dust added
to any water softens it, takes
out the mineral substances
and brings out the greatest
cleansing value.

Gold Dust dissolves dirt and
grease, works like lightni
and relieves house work of
its drudgery.

For your poor back's u.klb.
do:i’t try to keep house with-
ou

Gold Dust s
lol:lla;ﬁo size
an

atos. The
package mesns
greator economy

welf, neparate the good hablts from the
bad, and look at the result of your divi- |
slon!
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